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The  Highland  Plaid, 

Irish  Providence. 
'HE  BEAW  WOOER, 
ill  love  thee  no  more. 


GLASGOW- 
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THE  HIGHLAND  PLAID. 

Xo^vland  lassie,  vvilt  thou  g6 
Where  the  hills  are  clad  wi'  snow, 
Wher  %  beneath  the  icy  steep, 
The  hardy  sliepherd  tends  his  sheep? 
Hi  nor  wae  shall  thee  betide, 
When  rovv'd  within  my  Highkmd  Plaid. 

Soon  the  voice  of  cheerie  Spring 
Will  gar  a*  our  pi  an  tins  rh^ig; 
Scon  our  bonnie  heather  braes. 
Will  put  on  their  siiiimer  elaesj 
On  the  inount^in's  sunnie  sicje, 
We4l  lean'us  on  my  Highland  Plaid. 

When  the  summer  spreads  the  flowers^ 
Busks  the  piens  in  laafy  bowers, 
Then  we4|  seek  the  cauler  shed, 
I>eaii  us  on  the  primrose  bed  ; 
While  the  burning  hours  preside, 
I'ilscreeia  thee  wi*  my  Highland  Plaid* 

Then  we^U  leave  the  sheep  and  goat, 
I  will  launch  tlie  bonnie  boat, 
•^kim  the  loch  ia  cantie  glee, 


Rest  ih3  oars  to  pleasure  thee; 
When  chilly  breezeei  sweep  the  tiJe, 
ril  hap  thee  wi'  mj  Highland  Flaid. 

Lowland  lads  may  dress  mair  flue, 
Woo  in  word?;  mair  saft  than  imuey 
Lovvdand  lads  hae  mair  of  art^ 
A*  my  boast  *s  an  honsst  heart, 
Whiik  shall  ever  be  my  pride— 
O  row  theedn  my  Highland  Plaid.- 

Bonnie  lad,  ye*ve  been^sae  k'al^ 
My  iieart  wad  break  at, cur  fareweelj 
Lang  your  Jove  has  niade  me  f^nn> 
Tak  we — tak  'me  lor  your  ain.  ^. 
^Cross  the  Frith,  away  tney  glide,.  ^  ■ 
Young  Donald  and  his  Lowland, bride*^ 


IRISH  PEOVIOENGE. 

My  darlinn^,  says  Pat,  to  bis  spouse  on 
his  lap,  (a  rap. 

At  this  present  writing  we're  not  wortli 
With  our  daces  so  lean,  and  our  duds 
on  our  backs. 

0ur  cow  and  our  pig,  my  dear  Norahy' 
are  dead, 


Not  3  single  paratoe  is  le  ft  us  for  b real 
The  science ^  of  plougbing  iny  fathf 

taught  me,  (the  salt  sei 

So  Pii  e/en  try  the  water  and  ploug 
With  my  Jili,  sing  Jack,  sing  B'iblil 

whack.  1 

Says  Norah,  when  you're  oa  tf-e  oceal 
'  myliki  (yourwifi 
Sure  Providence  then  wiil  take  care  j 
For  no  babies  have  we,  not  a  Jill  n< 
a  Jack. 

But  v/hen  Fat  was  away,  what  did  Pr 
vi^:lence  do,  [bin  quite  ne^ 

Made  the.  squire  build  for  Norah  a  d 
He  furnished  it  gaily  to  dry  up  her  tea^ 
And  1^3  peopled  it  too  in  the  space  I 
three  years, 
With  his  Jill,  sing  Jack^  &c. 

Sat  when  Paddy  return'd  how  it  gla^ 
den'd  his  heart,  (smar 
.To  see  his  dear  Norah  so  fine  and  i 
With  her  lin^s  in  her  ears  and  her  sil 
on  her  back.  >  ^  ; 

.And  who  furnished  for  you  this  cabii 
says  Pat  ?  '  (that  did  thai 

.""Twas  Providence,  say^^  Norah,  hirnsa 


i 
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Then  Providence,  Pat  cried,  as  looking 

around,       ^  -  (found,  , 

Is  the  neatest  Upholsterer  ever  wag 
With  his  Jill,  sing  Jack,  &c. 

Then  Norah,  dear  Norah,  come  tell  me 

ir  you  please,  (are  tfiese. 

Whose  four  little  chubby  cheeked  ra^cals 
These  pretty  gossoons, -wiih  their  iock^ 

all  so  black  ? 
They  are  mine,  Pat,  by  Providence  sent 

me,  d'ye  .-see™  ^ 
.Botheration!  says  Pat,  come  now  don't 

humbug  mi^i 
Forif  Providence  inincis  to  send  legs  to 

your  chairs, 
Sure  he*il  never  forget  to  send  fathers 

tor  heirs, 
I    With  his  Jiii,  sing  Jack^ 

Dell  Norah,  when.  I've  been  upon  the 
salt  sea. 

By'  Saint  Patrick,  j^ou'vy  been  a  big 
traitress  to  me, 
May  whisky  coD^'cle  me,  for  Fm  on 
the  rack» 

For  ifProvidence  pe^^^^'v--;  my  cabin  with 
brat3 
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Whik'  Prn  caning  over  live  herring| 

.sprats,-  ,  '  ■     '  "l 

Mr  Deputy  Providenc-^,  tJiatll  ne'e 
Kg  to  him  and  oid  Nick  I  kick  babiej 

you, 

"ti  lth  my  JiiV  sing  Jack,  &c.  -l 


THE  BPvAW  WOOEH. 

day  a  braw  wooer  cam  dv/wn  the  lang 
A^id  sair  wV  his  hove  he  did  deave  nie 
I  said  there  wns  naethmg  I  hated  hke  mi 
The  deuce  tak  the  kid  to  beheve  me,  hi 
The  deuce  tak  the  iad  to  believe  me.  ■ 

He  spak  o'  the  darts  o'  my  bonny  bhack  J 
Ajid  vovv^'d  for  my  love  he  was  dyirsp;;  | 

1  s«id  he  might  die  when  he  hked,  for 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying,  for  lyin^^ 
The  Lord  fbrgie  me  for  lying. 

A  weeI-3tocked  mailen,  himsel  for  the  laii 
And  marriage  aff-haad  ^ra^  his  proffer.; 

i  never  loot  on  that  I  !:en'd  it  or  card, 
But  thought  I  might:  get  a  w\aur  offer,  w 
offer. 

But  thought  I  might  get  a  waiir  oflervl 

But  what  do  ye  think,  in  a  iVrtnight  or  !e 
Tke  deil  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her  ! 
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up  the  lang  loan  to  my  black  cousui  Bess, 
5ues3  ye  how,  the  jade  1  I  could  bear  her^ 

could  bear  her, 
5uess  ye  haw,  the  jade  I  I  could  bear  h^r. 

;  a'  the  neist  oak  as  I  fretted  wi'  care, 
gaed  to  the  tryste  o' Xialgarnocka 
i  vrha  but  my  braw  lickle  vv^oer  was  tliere, 
.glowr'd  as  if  Vd  seen  a  warlock,  a  warlock, 
glov/r'd  as  if  IVJ  seen  a  warlock. 

;  ov;re  my  left  sliouther  I  gae  him  a  blink, 
'^ei:t  neebors  might  say  I  was  saucy ; 
wooer  he  caper  d  as  he'd  been  in  drink, 
ind  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  laisie,  dear  lassie, 
ind  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie, 

)eer'd  for  my  cousin  fu'  couthy  and  sweet, 

}in  she  had  recovered  her  hearin', 

d  how  my  aoid  shoon  fitted  her  shauchPt 

feetv       ,  ,   :  ' 
Ju'vfli  )reLerYe  us !  how  he  fell  a  swearin',  a 

sweariu';, 
?*reserve  us  !  how  he  fell  a  swearin* 

begged  for  gudesake  I  wad  be  his  wif% 

3r  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow; 

just  to  preserve  ,l!ie  puir  body  in  life,, 
think  I  will  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-mor- 
think  I  will  wed  bim  to  m.orrow.  [r^i 

• 
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I*LL  X^OVK  THEE  NO  MORE, 

When  the  rase4>ad  of  summer,  its  beau- 
ties bestowing, 

On  winter  s  rude  banks  all  its  sweetness 
shall  poirr; 

And  the  suDshiae  of  day  in  night's  dark- 
r.ess  be  glowing, 

Oh!  then,  dearest  Ellen,  Til  love  you  no 
more. 

When  of  hope,  the  last  ppark  which  thy 

smile  us*d  to  cherish, 
In  niy  bosom  shall  die,  and  its  splendour 

be  o'er; 

And  thepuise  ef  this  heart  which  adores 

you  sh^Il  perish,  '  ^ 

Oh!  then,  dearest  Ellen,  Fil  love  you  m 
Hiore. 


